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He is so thin. 


Sulu is the one who actually finds the captain, though this, like most recent endeavors on the Enterprise, 
is accomplished through the efforts of the entire crew. The outpost on this planet had been a long shot 
of improbably odds to begin with; there may be something fitting in the fact that it is where they finally 
do find him. The captain has always defied the standard patterns of probability, after all. 


He is so thin that Spock has little difficulty carrying him, and thinks he could easily have managed even 
without the benefit of his Vulcan strength. Jim is flickering in and out of consciousness in his arms, 
mumbling words and disjointed phrases, uttering the occasional groan when the motion jars him. 


He is so thin that the remnants of his uniform hang off of him, and those remnants are stiff with blood 
and sweat. There is something unnatural about the line of his left shoulder, and that is not the least of 
his wounds. Spock does not want to risk setting it himself, and instead does his best to hold him still as 
they exit the compound and move within range of the transporters. 


“Scotty, three to beam up. We’ve got him, we’ve found the captain- ” Sulu is shouting the order into his 
communicator, and Spock is watching the shallow rise and fall of the captain’s chest as he breathes. 


He is so thin. 


Jim knows he came pretty close to causing himself some serious damage through a unique combination 
of malnutrition and getting the shit kicked out of him, so he doesn’t bother Bones too much during his 
convalescence. 

Really. 


“Stop touching it,” Bones says, and swats his hand away from the IV lead. 


“It’s stuck in me. It’s in my arm. Technically, I’m already touching it. That gives me a right to continue to 
touch it,” he replies, and because he can, because it’s there, fiddles with it again. 


“No, it’s my medical equipment, and you’re in my sickbay. The only rights you get are the ones | give 
you,” Bones snaps back, and swats his hand away again. 


Jim can’t help the smile that stretches across his face; in the cell, he’d imagined Bones there a few times 
just so he could have someone to properly bicker with, but the reality’s so much better than anything he 
came up with. 

“You know, Bones, taken out of context- ” 

“It’s still not perverted to anyone but you. Stop fiddling with it.” Jim is pretty sure there are other places 
for Bones to sit and do charts other than at his bedside in sickbay, but it’s not like he minds the 


company- and it’s easier to bother Bones when he’s in range. 


“Can’t | take it out yet?” he asks after a minute, because Bones had almost made it through an entire 
chart uninterrupted, and that would have ruined his record so far. 


“No,” Bones replies, without looking up. 

“But I’Il-” 

“No.” 

“You didn’t even let me finish,” Jim objects, and for all his teasing, he does want it gone. He gets the 
point of it: he needs nutritional supplements while his body gets used to regular food, but he’s been 
used to regular food, and he’s pretty sick of the damn IV. The thing itches, but it’s more than that — he’s 
stuck to it, stuck to the sickbay and away from the bridge. It’s not that he thinks Spock is doing a bad job, 


but he’s doing Jim’s job while Jim has to content himself with daily updates at the end of shift. 


“| don’t need to,” Bones begins, as the sickbay door slide open and Spock walks in, precise as clockwork. 


Jim hardly has to keep track of time anymore, he can just tell the shift changes by Spock’s appearance in 
sickbay. He waves a greeting and gets a nod in reply; he uses the hand that has the lead attached 
because he can. 


Bones pushes his hand down, back to his side. “Stop that. We’ve got you back on mostly solids, but 
you’ve still got a lot of weight to make up.” 


“So I'll eat.” 


“| roomed with you for three years, Jim. The minute | let you control your own food intake and how 
much you work, you'll do too little of the former and too much of the latter and then you'll be back in 
here and | will have to spend another month unable to finish a single chart. So, no, you can’t leave, and 
you’re stuck here until I’m certain you can be trusted to take care of yourself.” 


All of those points are completely unfounded, honest, but he knows Bones practically lived in sickbay 
when Jim was still touch-and-go at the beginning. Jim doesn’t remember that time very well, the hunger 
slowing time down to a crawl, which had brought up a whole string of memories he hadn’t wanted to 
ever revisit. 


He does remember his first attempt to eat meat, and how violently that ended, and how Bones didn’t 
even yell at him that much, just stroked his back when he vomited, and adjusted his IV drip. 


So maybe Jim will let Bones win this round, and keep the damn thing in until he says it can go. 


Spock shifts beside the bed, and Jim readies himself for the man’s daily report. 


“\f the Captain requires someone to monitor his diet and activities until he is more stable, | will 
volunteer for such a duty,” is what Spock says instead, which stuns both Jim and Bones. 


Looking back at all this, Jim realizes that’s where it all started. 


Even though all Bones allows him that first evening is one hour (“And | will hypospray you and stick you 
back in sickbay if you try anything Jim, so help me”), he’s more than willing to take it. He’s so relieved- 


|” 


so filled with fucking glee, even if “gleeful” isn’t a word he’s ever associated with himself before- to be 
out of sickbay and back on the bridge, back where he can feel his ship under him, and watch his crew do 
their jobs. Their jobs didn’t use to involve so many worried glances in his direction, though. At one point 
he has to send a stern glare in Chekov’s direction, which is hard because stern glares were never his 


forte, and he always feels guilty directing them at Chekov. 


Especially when the kid looks like he’s fighting to suppress the urge to offer him something to eat; 


something suitably Russian, hearty and capable of surviving harsh winters. Jim bets there’d be potatoes 
involved. 


It doesn’t really matter though — not the constant attention, the worrying glances, the tentative second 
before Uhura responds to his quips with something scathing remark about his manly qualities. He’ll deal 
with it, and so he does. 


He also deals with the fact that Bones is hovering behind him the entire time, and he leaves the bridge 
when he’s told, and thus he conveniently manages to forget all about the other side of the get-out-of- 
sickbay deal until Spock shows up at his door the next morning. To be fair, he’d been riding the high of 
being back on his bridge ofhis ship, because he’d missed his beautiful girl. The view just wasn’t the same 
from sickbay, even if she’s gorgeous from every angle. 


Also, Spock shows up at his door nearly an hour before his shift on the bridge starts, and Kirk doesn’t 
tend to get out of bed that early before shift on principle alone. He’s mostly awake when Spock arrives, 


but he still ends up yelling for his first officer to hold on while he pulls on some clothing. 


The man walks in and sets two dishes down at Jim’s table, very nearly standing to attention on the other 
side of it. 


“| have brought you breakfast. | consulted with Doctor McCoy and we have drawn up a diet that will not 
upset your system as it becomes acclimated to more complex foods.” 


Right. That makes sense, and he’s not all that surprised, because Spock takes every job he’s given 
seriously, whether it’s a diplomatic envoy to a new planet (which may or may not have ended up with 
them getting shot at, which may or may not have been Jim’s fault) or making sure his captain eats 
breakfast. The Vulcan is, above all else, dedicated. 

“You’re joining me, then?” Jim motions to the setting closest to Spock. 

“| would hope my company is not unwelcome,” Spock says, and his words are about as rigid as his spine. 


“No, of course not.” 


“Also, it seemed the most prudent method of ensuring you maintain the established dietary 
requirements and not attempt to deviate from it.” 


Spock is dedicated, Jim reminds himself, and it’s a good thing. 


“Although | should add that Doctor McCoy has restricted your access to all food replicators until you 
have regained full health,” he continues, because Spock may be dedicated, but Bones is paranoid. 


“Typical,” Jim sighs and sits, lifting the cover off of his bowl; Spock follows his actions like a mimic that’s 
just a half-second out of step. 


The soup is orange. Bright orange. Glowing, surreal, orange. 


“It is called Plomeek soup,” Spock explains. 


“Ah,” Jim manages, because he’s still staring at the soup. He’s pretty sure soup shouldn’t come in that 
color. “It’s very...orange.” 


“Plomeek soup is a traditional Vulcan soup; it is noted for its subtle flavors,” Spock continues, and Jim 
swallows a spoonful of the soup. It tastes remarkably like water. Slightly salty orange water; “subtle 
flavors” is clearly some sort of Vulcan phrase for “bland as all hell, because food with actual flavor is 
clearly illogical and emotional or some Vulcan crap like that, never mind that we make bright orange 
soup.” 


Typical. 


“Dedicated” doesn’t even begin to cover Spock’s behavior for his new duties — Jim’s not sure what 
words would, other than “fanatically detail-oriented to the point of an obsessive compulsive chef” which 
is a whole string of words and a bit of a mouthful. Breakfast, lunch, and dinner, all clearly planned out, 
and Spock’s even got the rest of the crew working for him, so that when Chekov makes him “good 
Russian Borscht, my grandmother’s recipe” the young ensign had to okay the recipe with Jim’s first 
officer beforehand. 


Jim turns that over that a few times in his mind. His navigations officer checked with his science officer 
regarding which cabbage was acceptable. Which. Cabbage. 


There’s something completely ridiculous about that, but everyone else seems to think this sort of shit is 
normal, so he might as well go with it. 


“| didn’t even know the ship’s computers could replicate something like this. | mean, what is it?” Jim 
says, eyeing the plate before reaching out to prod the edge of the dish tentatively. It moves, and he goes 
back to staring at it. 


“The Andorian bloodgrub is- " Spock begins, but Jim cuts him off, because, really, did his first officer just 
say ‘bloodgrub?’ 


“Wait, bloodgrub?” 

“An indigenous species of the planet, which have been utilized in their medicinal cuisine for centuries,” 
Spock replies, and Jim knows that tone. It’s the ‘| wonder how you passed your xenoculture classes 
considering you appear to have slept through every lecture,’ tone, combined with just a hint of ‘Captain, 
please refrain from insulting centuries of this planet’s cultural traditions.’ 

However: see bloodgrub, read: no way in hell. 

“I’m sorry, Spock, but I’m stuck on the grub part here, and holy shit, it just moved.” 


“You touched the plate, Captain; of course it did.” 


“No, | know the difference between ‘moving because | touched it’ and ‘moving because it still lives and 
longs for flesh.’ | draw the line at eating zombie Andorian bloodgrub; | don’t care how healthy it’s 
supposed to be. Also, don’t you get one?” 


“lam a vegetarian. Captain, | assure you that the bloodgrub has been properly prepared, and as such is 
not a member of the undead.” 


The thing is twitching. He’s almost certain of it. “This counts as meat? It’s moving again. And possibly 
staring at me.” 


“Bloodgrub have no eyes, Captain, but | apologize if the meal is unpalatable to you.” 

Maybe it’s the stiffer set of Spock’s shoulders as he turns to take the plate, the man’s normally upright 
posture gone wooden with something that Jim doesn’t quite think is irritation. Well, at least not entirely 
irritation. At any rate, Jim’s getting the feeling that this is something he ought to at least meet halfway. 


He is a mature adult, and he is capable of compromising. 


He spears the thing and eats it, trying not to think about the sound it made when the fork pierced it, or 
the texture of it, or— well, anything associated with it. 


It squirms the entire way down. 


“Delicious,” he manages, and he’s pretty (completely) sure Spock doesn’t believe him, but the man nods 
anyway. 


Spock brings him salad the next day for lunch, and it is remarkably free of grubs of any kind, even if Jim 
can’t recognize all of the vegetables in it. They’re meeting each other halfway, and when they play chess 


over dinner that night, Spock still wins, but Jim makes him work for it. 


It’s become a daily ritual; Spock meets him before their shift, and they eat breakfast. During break the 
man finds him for midday meal, and within half an hour of the end of their shift, Spock will inevitably 
show up at his quarters bearing dinner. 


Jim may or may not recognize said dinner. He may or may not have recognized said lunch or breakfast, 
for that matter. It’s worth it all to be out of sickbay and back on the bridge of his ship, doing his job. 


Today, his job involves monitoring the actions of his crew while they’re enroute to the first stage of what 
should be an uneventful escort mission. He might even be able to wheedle his way into participating; as 
he lives and breathes, he hopes, after all, even if the chances of not getting mission-cock-blocked by his 
entire crew are slim to none. 


Easy flying, and the crew’s relaxed at their posts: Scotty’s up from engineering and talking engines and 
math with Chekov and Sulu, Bones is splitting his time between reorganizing sickbay inventory and 
nagging Jim to come in for a physical, and Spock and Uhura are standing together in a corner of the 
bridge, conversing quietly in what sounds like Vulcan- which he really needs to learn one of these days, 
if only to see the look on Spock’s face. 


It’s them Jim focuses on — he’d kept up to date on ship gossip by flirting with the nurses when he was in 
sickbay, and he knows that Spock and Uhura broke up (“came to a mutual decision to amicably end their 
relationship” sounds Spock’s voice in his head) at some point during the month he was busy getting shit- 
kicked in a tiny cell. There was probably some reason for it, and even if they aren’t together anymore, 
they continue to be logical and brilliant at each other. 


Spock’s perfect posture is almost relaxed, and Uhura gives him a brilliant smile before taking his PADD 
and scribbling something on it. Curiosity itches over his skin, along with a brief sense of wonder at some 


people’s abilities to be so at ease with their ex. 


The doors to the bridge hiss open, and Bones strides through them, moving like a man ona mission, 
armed with a tricorder and a hypospray. 


“Sickbay, Jim. Enough ducking it, we need to track your progress,” Bones begins, and Jim feels the easy 
grin slide across his face. 


“Not in front of the crew, Bones.” 


Bones rolls his eyes. “Don’t make me sedate you. No one would save you.” 


“Mutiny,” he mutters, but Bones is completely right on this count, and what’s more, Spock’s broken off 
his conversation, turning toward him. Jim heads him off with a wave of his hand, moving for the doors. 
Spock wouldn’t let Bones sedate him, but it’s only because he’d nerve-pinch Jim first. 


“Don’t break her while I’m gone,” he calls out, and as the doors close he gaze snags on the expression 
on Uhura’s face, a mix of exasperation and quiet fondness. He’s used to seeing it on Bones’s face, 
normally heavy on the exasperation and normally directed at him, but she was looking at Spock. 


Everything checks out— he’s not quite back to normal, not yet, but he’s getting there— and part of the 
mystery of the day on the bridge is revealed when Spock arrives with dinner that night. 


“Hey, what’s this?” The food looks not-quite-Terran, like something he ought to recognize but doesn’t, 
something half-remembered: meat that’s almost the color of well-done chicken strips, just a shade too 
yellow to be actual chicken. It looks properly dead and properly cooked, which is always a welcome 
surprise. 


“It is a Romulan meal, from one of their indigenous species of avian. Lieutenant Uhura was kind enough 
to provide me with the recipe,” he explains, and his own meal is something like a potato that’s sprouting 
tentacles. Jim’s glad he got the chicken. 


It’s at dinner four days after that when everything breaks apart and comes back together. 


It looks like tomato soup. In fact, he’s almost entirely certain it is tomato soup, which would make this 
the first properly Terran meal he’s had in a while. When Spock sets the bowl in front of him, Jim expects 
the Vulcan’s meal to be something different, something completely foreign and unpronounceable. 
Instead, Spock places an identical bowl in front of his own seat at the table, and settles himself down. 


Jim tries it without a word, because if it is some sort of alien-tomato-soup double made from the fresh 
squeezed intestinal juices of thousands of Laurentian bot-flies, he’d rather not know going in. 


It’s not just tomato soup; it’s really good tomato soup, thick and properly seasoned, and too fresh for 
something that came out of a machine. 


“| didn’t know we had fresh anything on board, let alone tomatoes,” Jim says. 


“The supplies quartermaster secured a fresh shipment during our last docking; | simply took advantage 
of that fact,” Spock replies, although he appears to be addressing his soup rather than Jim. 


Wait a minute. That sounds an awful lot like Soock made the soup himself, and Jim ends up voicing that 
thought aloud. 


“My mother often prepared it,” Spock says, and if Jim hadn’t spent every meal for the last three weeks 
or so he might’ve missed the softness in his voice. He’s still not looking at Jim. In fact, he’s looking 
anywhere but at Jim, which is probably why Jim finally gets it. 


He puts his spoon down and stares at his soup for a long moment; the soup Spock’s mother used to 
make for him when he was young; the soup Spock made for Jim. Sure, modern engineering may have 
changed some of the logistics of cooking for someone you care about, but Jim’s pretty sure the 
principles behind it are the same. 


Three weeks of this, and he finally gets it. 


“It’s delicious,” he says, because he thinks he might have to. 


“You said the same about the Andorian bloodgrub.” 


“Yeah, but | mean it now.” 


He does mean it, in more ways than one, and he’s always been better with actions than with words. So 
he takes the initiative and stands, moving to Spock’s side of the table, staring down at the neat and 
ordered blackness of Spock’s hair. 


After a long moment, Spock does look up at him, because he’s not a coward either, and yeah, Jim gets it. 
He’ll forgive himself for being slow about this, he thinks, because he’s still learning the rules of how the 
panic of almost losing someone could make you realize what you actually wanted, of how a series of 
quiet meals can count as courtship, of how giving someone recipes could actually be a blessing, of how 
it’s possible to have an epiphany about a relationship over a bowl of soup. 


So, yeah, Jim’s still learning this, but he’s clever and he’s always been pretty good at improvising, so he 
reaches out and touches the side of Spock’s face, his fingers feather light against his skin. He lets them 
rest there, the barest thread of contact, until Spock brings his own hand up to meet his, brushing their 
fingers together. 


Jim smiles, because he’s clearly not the only clever one, and he moves to thread their fingers together, 
placing his free hand on Spock’s shoulder, steadying himself as he settles himself down in Spock’s lap; he 
was simply too far away when he was still standing. This, with Spock close enough that he can run his 
hand from his shoulder to exposed skin of his neck, is a much better position. 


A hand lights on his hip and moves upward, under his uniform shirt to settle on his skin just above the 
waistband of his slacks, holding him as Spock traces patterns of endless repetition onto his skin with his 
thumb. 


His entire world may have narrowed to the heat of the Spock’s hands, the movements of his chest as he 
breathes, Jim close enough to feel the gentle exhale of each breath. It’s comfortable in a way he’s never 
known, all-encompassing like being wrapped in a warm blanket. It’s also the hottest thing he’s ever 
managed to do, which is just ridiculous enough to make perfect sense, and he feels the burn of it 
through him; he rests his forehead against Spock’s for a moment, eyes closed and content to simply 
breathe. 


“Jim-” Spock begins, but Jim cuts him off. 


“I’m not too heavy for you, right?” he teases, except the sudden tension in their joined hands tells him 
Spock didn’t take it that way. He pulls back enough to stare into black eyes. 


“Sorry. That wasn’t the best line I’ve ever had.” 


“We attempted to locate you for weeks,” Spock says. “All we had to work from were the coordinates 
where you were taken. Your captors never even attempted to negotiate with us. For four weeks we had 
no idea of your condition, whether you were alive or dead. We knew nothing,” Spock says, and in his 
voice Jim can almost hear what it must have been like, the not-knowing, the unpredictable outcome, the 
hope that made everything so much worse. 


“| know,” he says, and then he kisses Spock because he can’t think of anything else to say that would 
work as well as this. Pulls his hand free to run his fingers through Spock’s hair, dragging through the fine 
hair at the nape of his neck, nipping at his lower lip and pushing forward when Spock lets him in; it’s soft 
and sweet in a way that neither of them tend to be, and he knows there’s more that he should say, but 
Jim pushes that thought aside, concentrating on the press of Spock’s tongue and the heat of his mouth, 
kissing him like they’ve got all the time in any world. 


When Jim pulls away, it’s only to press a soft kiss to the edge of Spock’s mouth, following the direction 
downward, until he’s tracing the lines of Spock’s neck, biting gently once on the pulse he can feel 
beating a rapid rhythm. Spock doesn’t make a sound at that, but Jim feels the press of fingers against his 
back, the restrained power in them. There’s something safe in that warm grip. 


He’s forced to stop when he encounters Spock’s shirt, which is suddenly the most annoying thing in the 
universe- so he shifts backward, pulls off his own shirt before tugging at the bottom of Spock’s as the 
hands on him move. 


The breath catches in his throat, because Jim had seen many beautiful things in his life, many people in 
all shades of gorgeous- and he’d fucked through a fair share of them- but the graceful motion of Spock’s 
arms, the arch of his back and the revealed expanses of pale skin as he pulls his shirt off is something 
else entirely; like dropping out of warp to a new stretch of space and stars, unexplored and 
unquestionably beautiful. It’s something he can’t quite define, but they fall against each other with the 
inevitability of gravity, and he’s not going to try to, not when Spock is mapping the planes of his torso 


with his hands. Jim knows he’s still too thin, knows Spock can probably feel his ribs pretty distinctly, or 
easily trace the sharper relief of his muscles. 


Tension in the hands on him, and Jim’s got a moment or two to appreciate the definition of Spock’s arms 
(because, seriously, the guy’s got really nice arms) before Spock’s standing, very nearly carrying Jim until 
his legs realize they ought to be working and he stands. He knows Spock’s strength, has experienced it 
firsthand, but it can still catch him by surprise. 


“Our clothing- ” Spock begins, and Jim cuts him off with a grin and a kiss, loving the smooth slide of skin 
on skin as he presses up against Spock. 


“Expecting to get lucky on the first date, Spock? | don’t know if I’m that sort of girl.” But his hands are 
already working at the zipper of his slacks, fingers fumbling with the weight of Spock’s gaze on him, 
heavy and hot. He manages, though, and yanks his clothing off, pulling off his boots and standing before 
his first officer. 


Spock swallows once, and Jim takes it as a victory, savors it and the hesitance in Spock’s hand as he 
reaches out and lays his hand flat against Jim’s heart. His touch feels something like hope, like getting 
what you didn’t think you could even want, and it feels pretty damn mutual from here. 


“Putting the obvious physiological impossibilities aside, Jim, anecdotal evidence suggests that you are 
precisely that ‘sort of girl.’”” Soock manages an even tone, and Jim steps in, undoing Spock’s clothing 
with far greater ease than he’d managed for his own. 


“Well, then, I’m easy and you’re gorgeous, so it works out for both of us, right?” Spock might have had 
something to say to that, but Jim drops to his knees, pulling the man’s slacks and underwear with him as 
he goes, and the only response Spock can manage is a sharp gasp, quiet and choked off too soon. 


“Step,” Jim murmurs as he helps Spock out of his boots, the man resting a gentle hand on his head, for 
balance or for simple contact. The view from here when Spock is finally naked is worth anything and 
everything, and there’s an impressively erect cock in front of his face. Jim’s about to apply his 
considerable skills to this situation when Spock hauls him to his feet, and then he’s not being kissed as 
much as devoured, arms tight around him and Spock pressing against him, into him. 


There might be something like desperation in the Vulcan’s actions, from a month of looking and not 
knowing, and Jim tries to weather it, to simply be, because he’s here now. Before was a different place, 
a dark room too small to stand in, but they’re in his quarters now, and the lights are on, because he 
wants to see this, all of it. 


Jim tries maneuvering them towards the bed; he’s a bit distracted by what Spock’s hands are doing, 
however, and he doesn’t walk them toward the bed as much as fall on it, pulling Spock down on top of 
him. It almost knocks the breath out of him, and he coughs a few times, Spock pulling back immediately. 


“Are you-” 


“Normally much better at this? Yeah. I’m good- we’ re good. Fucking fantastic, actually,” he adds, 
laughing at himself, at the tangle of limbs and the collection of angles they’ve made on the bed. He 
twists and reaches for the stand by his bed, rifling through drawers until he finds the lube. Well, 
technically he finds three, and Spock quirks a corner of his mouth upward at the sight of it, the one small 
expression worth more than a smile on anyone else. 


“lam somewhat unsurprised at your variety,” he says, and Jim laughs. 


“Alright, so maybe I’m exactly that sort of girl,” he says, and Spock moves forward, plucking one of the 
tubes from his grasp. 


“Considering your physical state, it would not be wise for you exert yourself unduly,” Spock says, 
pushing him down onto his back and moving to straddle him, one knee planted on either side of his 
hips. 


It’s a view Jim could happily look at forever, he thinks, and one he’d love to get up and become a little 
more interactive with already, but Spock’s hand remains firm, keeping his shoulder pinned to the bed as 
Spock reaches back with his other hand and begins to stretch himself open, which is pretty much the 
part where Jim stops being capable of any sort of speech, or higher through processes- everything he 
has is caught on the flex of muscle as Spock moves and the pressure of his hand, hot and hard, fingers 
spread wide across his chest. 


Jim wants to touch him; he needs to touch him, like he needs the Enterprise, like he needs air, because 
he sure as all hell can’t breathe right now. But the pressure of Spock’s hand is holding him firm against 
the bed, so he settles for the parts he can reach, running his hands up the length of Spock’s arm, tracing 
shapes and scratching lines down his skin, delighting in the dusting of chest hair— Jim goes for anything 
he can reach, because he wants everything. Even as Spock wraps one slick hand around Jim’s cock, 
pumping slowly, almost experimentally as he spreads the lube — even then it isn’t enough. 


Words are spilling from him, uncontrolled, filling the space between them: “Fuck, yes, fucking hell, 
you’re brilliant, let me touch you, come on, Spock, let me touch you. Please, let me-” Jim groans on the 
last bit as Spock presses down, exhaling as he surrounds Jim, all hot heat and choked breaths. 


Spock doesn’t move, not at first, not beyond the small shudders running through his frame as he settles, 
shifting his weight forward, arching his back and dropping his head against Jim’s chest, so that Jim can 
feel the shallow pant of his breath against his skin. Jim traces a hand up the line of Spock’s spine, 
counting the seconds as his fingers tick past the ridges of bone covered by soft skin. There’s a strange 
fragility to this moment, where even this act, fucking and all its mechanics, is the culmination of 
something else, something that built so slowly Jim wasn’t aware of it until it was already there, bound 


tightly between them both. 


He’s aware of it now, aware of every nuance of it when Spock lifts his head, dark gaze meeting his, and 
finally, finally moves, riding Jim slowly. It’s a maddening pace, and Jim can’t quite decide what to do with 
his hands, settling them on Spock’s hips, on his thighs just to feel the shift of muscle, the tightening and 
release, on his cock to hear the other man groan, to feel him shiver. 


“You’re fucking perfect,” he says. Possibly babbles, almost certainly begs. “Fucking perfect, fucking— 
fuck, just harder, come on, harder, please, Spock,” and he tightens his grip on Spock’s cock, just the right 
amount of pressure and the sharp edge of his nails. It’s enough that he’s treated to the sight of Spock 
coming, head through back, hair in disarray and fucking gorgeous, before his own orgasm rushes 
through him. 


Sensation returns in a blur, and Jim decidedly does not think about what he might have just babbled in 
the heat of his own orgasm. Spock eventually pulls off of him, and Jim misses the contact for the brief 
half-second before the Spock is kissing him again, settling at his side. He’s sticky and sweaty, and 
eventually one or both of them will have to get up and clean things, but they don’t have to do it yet. 


Right now, they can stay in bed, and Jim can doze against the warmth of another body and the gentle 
pressure of a hand tracing words on his side. 


“So,” he says into the warmth of Spock’s shoulder, “How do you feel about oatmeal for breakfast?” 
He can’t Spock’s face from here, but he feels the hint of a smile curving against his skin. 
“Oatmeal would be perfectly acceptable,” comes the reply, and Jim can’t help but laugh. 
Recipes! 

Plomeek soup (taken from this website! 

- 1 cup onions, finely chopped 

- 1 cup butter 

- 4 cups carrots, peeled and chopped 

- 5 cups celery, chopped 

- 4 cups vegetable stock 

- 1 teaspoon pepper 


- Salt 


1. Melt % cup butter in a saucepan and sauté the onions over low heat until transparent. 


2. Add the remaining butter, melt, and add the carrots — cooking over low heat until browned, about 30 
minutes. 

3. Add the celery and cook 10 more minutes on low heat. Pour in the stock, salt, and pepper, bring to a 
boil, then reduce heat and let soup simmer for about an hour. 

4. Serve! 


Alternatively, get the replicator to do it. 


